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waywardness In the bird than a mere ignorance In the
man.

Among the stranger birds they feed,
Their summer flight is short and low;

There's very few know where they breed
And scarcely any where they go.

A tenderness of this exquisite and Impulsive kind might
have been damaged as much as strengthened by a firmer
technical control; a shiver of constraint might have
crept into the gesture itself and chilled it; and perhaps
we may touch the essential nature of Clare's emotion
most closely In the mysterious and haunting Asylum
poem, discovered by the present editors, and called by
them Secret Love.

I hid my love when young till I
Couldn't bear the buzzing of a fly;
I hid my love to my despite
Till I could not bear to look at light:
I dare not gaze upon her face
But left her memory in each place;
Where'er I saw a wild flower lie
I kissed and bade my love good-bye.

I met her in the greenest dells
Where dewdrops pearl the wood blue bells.
The lost breeze kissed her bright blue eye,
The bee kissed and went singing by;
A sunbeam found a passage there,
A gold chain round her neck so fair;
As secret as the wild bee's song
She lay there all the summer long.

I hid my love in field and town
Till e'en the breeze would knock me down,
The bees seemed singing ballads o'er,
The fly's bass turned a lion's roar;